Monday, February 11, 2002 (continued)

Stephanie stormed backstage immediately looking for the source of what she just heard. She passed various wrestlers who gave her snooty glances along the way.

“I’m so sorry that happened to you.” Came a voice from behind

She spun around, locking eyes with Chris Jericho. “Yeah. Right.” She said disbelievingly and shifted on her heel preparing to turn the other way.

“You don’t believe me?” 

“Why should I? Better yet why would you care about me or how my life just fell apart?” She asked skeptically, staring daggers at him.

He sighed. It’s now or never. “Because I do care about you, Stephanie.” She eyed him strangely. “A lot, in fact. You don’t know how much.” Ok! I think I’ve revealed enough for now.

She blinked, unsure of what to say. Eh? “That’s nice…I guess, but in case you hadn’t noticed I’m very much in love with my husband and I need to talk to him. Like. Now.” She said slowly and then turned and walked briskly down the hall. 

Chris stood there not knowing how to proceed next as he watched Stephanie’s form advance further away from him and then out of sight in a matter of seconds. He’d tried talking to her for months, only to be blown off and yelled at. Finally, he got to say something meaningful to her and she acts like she doesn’t give a shit. Oh well. Won’t deter me any. 
Stephanie had started full out running as soon as she hit a corner. She wouldn’t take the chance Jericho was following her around still. What was that all about? I guess he didn’t hear what I said about the baby Thursday night, then. God that’s a relief.

Tired and out of breath, five minutes later she finally stormed into the production area.

She inhaled deeply and placed her hands on a nearby counter to steady herself. “Where…”she closed her eyes and breathed deeply. “Where is the person who was responsible for the audio at the end of the show?” She asked the nearest person that had actually noticed her presence.

The young man gulped and raised his hand meekly. The woman in front of him didn’t look all that happy right now. He didn’t know who she was but if she was someone with power, he preferred not to piss her off.

“You?” She raised her brows as she pointed at him. He nodded slowly. “What’s your name?” She demanded, authoritatively. 

The guy stammered as he spoke, “uh um it’s Riley. Riley Jacobs.”

 “You little shit!” She yelled at him, moving around the counter to grab the guy by his collar. “Where the fuck do you get off destroying my life? Do you have any idea what you have cost me?” She screamed in his face as she shook him slightly.

The young man looked horrified and asked, “huh?”

Stephanie’s eyes narrowed and she released him, stepping away slightly, rearing her hand back as far as she could, to slap him across his left cheek. “Why did you ruin my life, Riley?” She asked angrily.

“Please. Please I have no idea what you’re talking about, lady.” He said, holding his burning cheek.

Lady? She bent down to his level as she asked, “do you know who the hell I am?” Stephanie asked carefully.

Riley gulped and shook his head slowly. Stephanie glared at him with a mixture of hatred and disgust. “I’m sorry, I’m afraid I don’t.” He answered finally, deciding she may appreciate words more than a shake of his head.

How the hell can anyone ‘not’ know who ‘I’ am? “Well let me clue you in on something. I’m Stephanie McMahon-Helmsley, alright?” She paused, and waited for his nod before continuing, “I am the daughter of Vincent Kennedy McMahon - who happens to sign your checks. I’m also the wife of Hunter Hearst Helmsley, Triple H.” She got in his face some more. “You listen and you listen damn good. I am the most dominant female in this company! Get with the fucking program or get another job, Riley. I assure you that if you piss me off…more than you have already that I will make your life a living hell.” She searched his eyes and when she noticed the familiar glint of fear, she continued. “Do. Not. Fuck. With. Me.” She said lowly, poking her well-manicured nail into his chest with each word. 

Stephanie moved to stand up straight. “Any questions?” She asked, smiling brightly, as if she hadn’t just belittled and humiliated Riley.

He nodded his head and Stephanie glared at him again so he put his hands up in defense.

“Speak.” She said simply, crossing her arms over her chest.

Riley cleared his throat, making sure to have an indifferent tone, “what was the reason you came down here?

In spite of herself, Stephanie laughed slightly. This kid pissed me off so much I totally neglected my initial reason for coming down here. Once her face was back to being stern, she nodded. “15 minutes into the very last segment, an audio clip came on. Where did you get it?
Riley blinked hard. “I-I…can’t tell you.” He stated and shifted his gaze downward.

Stephanie’s eyes widened in shock. The fuck? Did he forget who I am that quick? “What the hell do you mean by that?” She asked impolitely.

“I mean – I can’t tell you.”

Anger overcame her body. This was her marriage here and some kid was screwing around with it. “You better come up with something better than that! Give me answers or an explanation or get your ass kicked. Matter of fact - give me answers and an explanation.”

“He said he’d get me fired.” Riley nearly whispered, as he glanced around the room, making sure nobody was listening.

Stephanie blinked and her mouth gaped open…was he – serious? “Get you fired?” She asked, making sure she heard him right. He nodded. “Screw that, I will fire you! Do you want to tell me what the hell is going on and worry about some idle threat from some jerk or would you like to be fired on the spot?” She questioned.

Riley put his hands up in defense. “I got it. All I know is some guy came in here and handed me a cassette tape and told me to play it about 5 minutes before Raw was scheduled to be over.”

“A-and y-you thought that was ok?” She stammered out incredulously, throwing her hand in the air.  “To just to what some random asshole tells you to? Let me clue you in, only do things that someone you know is above you, tells you to do. Nothing more, nothing less, that's the key to a long career there, Riley. Now hand it over.”

A long blink came from him. “Eh? Hand what over?”

Stephanie rolled her eyes and sighed exasperatedly “The tape!” She all but yelled. She smiled in satisfaction as he scurried and gave it to her. She flipped him a friendly wink before walking out.

Stephanie sighed. I wasted 10-15 minutes talking to Riley. So since Hunter left the ring it may be anywhere from 20-30 minutes. She prayed Hunter hadn’t left yet as she picked up the pace. 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Chris rubbed his beard wearily. He had spent the last 10 minutes contemplating a way to get Stephanie to be with him. Hell, at least talk to him as a normal person. He slapped himself in the head as he realized that was the problem; Stephanie wasn’t normal. She was the exception to most things he thought he knew about women. I’ve been so stupid this whole time! Angle tried the “just friends” shit when it was obvious he was after more and she nearly fell for it. Her and Hunter’s relationship was just too strong at that point to be brought down by it. He chuckled, “that’s not the case anymore, is it?”

The time was now. He needed to set something, anything in motion while their marriage was falling apart. Hell, it already had, really. Hunter said it was over and threw his ring at her. But knowing Stephanie, this definitely wasn’t the last Hunter would see of her. She would devote all her time and energy into getting Hunter to take her back. Stephanie – when completely devoted could most likely get anything she wanted. He just needed to get her attention a little bit and it may just be enough to stick a nail in the coffin of their marriage. Chris grinned wickedly and braided his beard, since in his frustration, he made it unravel by pulling at it too much.

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

As Stephanie raised her hand to knock on the door, she took a deep breath. After a minute or so she heard a low, “come in.” She gripped the knob tightly and stood frozen to her spot, forgetting everything she had planned to say as her mind went completely blank. “Come in!” Hunter’s voice repeated again, his tone agitated. Before she knew what she was doing she had turned the knob and stepped inside. Her legs felt like jelly as she stood by the door, breathing heavily. How exactly do you begin a conversation with someone who just yelled at you in front of millions and had to refrain from assaulting you? She stood silently still, looking down at the floor, rubbing her still sore wrist. Clearly, slapping that kid didn’t help her bruises.

“Get out.” Hunter said simply, staring at her as he threw a shirt on. He had just gotten out of the shower.

Stephanie’s head snapped up, her gaze locking with his as she said, “Hunter, please.”

“Please what, Stephanie? Talk to you? Hear your excuses? Sorry, not interested.” He bit out and shrugged.

She sighed. “Talk to me, yes. We’ve been married over two years it’s the least you can do.”

“I shouldn’t have to do anything. I wasn’t the one who lied!” He yelled.

“Just like I wasn’t the one who ignored, blew off, and screamed at you all the time!” She fired back. Hunter bowed his head slightly, unable to look her in the eyes. “That’s right Hunter, that was you, not me. You never talked to me anymore. You put your career and that fucking title ahead of me. At least most wives get to be second best but I couldn’t even be that. I was third or fourth.” She said honestly, a few tears spilling down her cheeks as her voice broke.

“That isn’t true. I loved you and you know it.”

“You loved me, yes but you sure have funny ways of showing it.”

“As do you. Last time I checked, lying wasn’t a way of showing love, Stephanie.”

“I never wanted to lie. I just wanted us to renew our vows as a way of like starting over.” She explained. “You rejected my idea, Hunter. You yelled at me, berated me, and walked away.” She reminded him. “I blurted out what was on my mind, it wasn’t premeditated. I promise you.”

“And being pregnant – that’s what was on your mind?” He questioned.

“Yeah. I had taken a test that morning and it said positive. I thought I was pregnant with your baby when I said that to you.” I’m not lying. I did think it was his at the time. 

Hunter sat down on the couch, going over everything Stephanie had just said in his mind. He couldn’t justifiably stay mad at her since when she told him she was pregnant, she really thought she was. From what played in the ring, it was obvious she paid some doctor to tell him that she was. Now that, I can be mad at her for. “Stephanie I want to forgive you. Really, I do. But the fact still remains that you paid a doctor to lie to me.”

“What was I supposed to do? Tell me, Hunter.” She said throwing her arms in the air.

“Telling the fucking truth would have been a good start, Stephanie!” He exploded.

Okay, I expected that. “And how would that conversation have went? Huh? “Hey Hunter, I’m really sorry but I went to a doctor and I was wrong and I’m really not pregnant.” Is that how you wanted it?” She asked, sitting on the couch beside him, staring into his hazel eyes. 

Hunter blinked. He hadn’t really contemplated all of that. “Well…it would have been awkward but it wouldn’t have been as bad as this, Steph.” He ran a hand through his hair, tensely.

Steph? He’s not using my full name so I must be getting through somewhat. “I know that. And believe me, I never thought tonight would turn out so badly, so quickly.” Stephanie said in nearly a whisper, placing her hand on his thigh softly.

He nodded at her and remained silent, not knowing what else to say. He glanced at Stephanie’s hand as it made little circles on his thigh. He shifted uncomfortably as he noticed the huge bruise on her wrist. He picked it up, cursing himself as he saw her wince. “I’m sorry.” 

“It’s okay. I’ll live.” She smiled slightly.

“It’s not okay. I’ve never intentionally hurt you before and this never should have happened. I don’t want you to have to be afraid of me, like you were earlier.”

Stephanie almost couldn’t believe her ears. She was the one who lied and he was sitting here apologizing to her. About time find was kind. “You were angry.” She said simply. “You were really, really angry. I have no doubt that you weren’t yourself at the time.” She leaned over slightly and kissed him on the lips. She pulled back quickly, not wanting him to reject her. “Sorry.” Came her mumbled apology as she fiddled with her wedding ring.

He shook his head as he leaned down and kissed her. To say she was surprised was an understatement. She quickly got over her shock to return the kiss, smiling when they broke apart.

“You don’t hate me anymore?” She queried, shyly.

“I never did. Actually, I doubt I ever could, no matter what you did.”

“So…” she dragged out the word. “Still love me?” A grin crossed her features.

“Yeah, unfortunately.” She smacked his chest and he laughed, “I think we may be stuck with each other.”

She readily nodded and he stood up, taking her hand in his and they left the arena together.

In the limo, Hunter had drifted to sleep on her lap. She thought about their conversation as she ran her hand along his abs. Hunter had forgiven her for lying about being pregnant and it seemed their relationship was back on track. The only problem was, he didn’t know the only lie she had the doctor tell was about the weeks she was pregnant, and not the pregnancy itself. To keep things the way they were she was sure of one thing right now. As much as I want my baby, it has to go.

